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He's the Eyes of This Operation 
by MarleyTheHobbit 


Summary 


Clint looses most of his hearing in an explosion. The Avengers (-Nat because we all know 
she's amazing) think he should take a break from missions. Matt shoots down their idiocy real 
quick. 


(The Avengers are a little ableist towards Clint. Matt decides they need an awakening. 
JARVIS is a manipulative ally in this plot.) 


Notes 


ok. so, I'm not deaf, nor am I blind, and I've never encountered any ableism. let me know if 
anything is incorrect or offensive! 


also this is written with Matt and Clint becoming closer friends. so, you could totally read it 
as future Hawkdevil. whatever you want. 


DD playlist if ya want: https://open.spotify.com/playlist/InrwCCnCFIVStqzMTdfSlb? 
si=ff90e54cd3 124f5e 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Clint wasn’t exactly ecstatic to be spending his Saturday morning fighting New York’s 
newest villain. 


He would much rather have been chilling in the Tower, maybe a bag of chips and a movie 
on hand. In fact, a new disney movie had come out recently, and he couldn't wait to watch it. 


But, yet again, he found that this week’s villain had no regard for his wishes, or the fact that 
his ankle was still sore from the sprain a couple days ago. No, he definitely did not care in the 
slightest, if the bomb in the building was any indication. 


“Clint? You good?” It was Bruce, his voice coming in over the comms. He sounded much 
calmer than Clint felt. 


Clint was at the base of the three story building containing the offending bomb. Behind him 
was the newly devastated street, rubble scattered over the pavement. His friends were holding 
back the rest of the group of men they were fighting today. Bruce had elected to stay at the 
tower, ready in case they needed his help. The Hulk wasn’t needed just yet, and they had 
caused enough damage already without him. The local vigilantes were going to be angry, 
that's for sure. 


“There's a bomb,” Clint cursed into the comms. He had left his bow on the rooftop behind 
him, since all of the arrows had been used. All he had now was the knife strapped to his leg. 


He heard the others repeat his choice profanities, Steve excluded. 


“Do you have a visual?” Nat asked as she took down a few of the men. She was barely 
breathing heavily. 


“Just a second,” Clint muttered as he ran inside the building. 


Yeah, he knew it wasn't the safest move. But he needed to see the bomb. Maybe Tony or 
Bruce could tell him how to disable it. Not that anything science-y they said ever made sense 
to him, but hopefully he could make it this time. All the others were held up with the fighting 
on the street. He was the only one who could disable the bomb right now. 


He reached the second floor through the stairs, not noticing anything out of place yet. It 
was dark inside, none of the small light bulbs turned on. The ground was concrete and 
smooth, a little dusty as if no one had used it in a while. There was no one inside as far as 
Clint could tell, and even more confusing, no supplies or objects. It was completely empty. 


How much more cliche can this get, he thought tiredly. 
“Need a hand?” 


The voice came out of nowhere, and Clint barely refrained from jumping into the air like a 
child on the trampoline. He had a dark spy image to uphold, even if the Devil sometimes 
made him want to hide in the corner with a cross and a jar of holy water. 


Daredevil stood behind him, having just stepped out of the shadows. 


The first thought that ran through Clint’s mind was that this was odd. They were not in 
Hell's Kitchen, though it was cutting the city limits a bit close. Still, it was morning, which 
was an odd time for the Devil, and this wasn’t yet a publicized event. As far as he knew, there 
were no reporters or helicopters so far. How had the Devil known he needed help? 


Clint decided to leave those thoughts for later. For now, he was just happy his maybe-friend 
was here to help. 


There was always the option that daredevil was involved with the bad guys. But clint 
shoved the thought aside. He trusted DD, even though he knew that wasn’t a great idea for 
someone who refused to show his face. People with secret identities had a reason for what 
they did, though. Clint could understand that. And anyway, DD had helped him out on 
numerous occasions. If he was ever in Hell's Kitchen, he could guarantee a visit from the 
Devil. And as they saw each other more often, Clint had become more and more relaxed 
around the masked vigilante. Even coming to learn a few small details about him, though 
Clint would never pry into his identity without permission. 


So, as he saw Daredevil, he let out a relieved breath. 
“Hey, DD. No time to explain everything, but there’s a bomb on the top floor.” 


Daredevil nodded. “I know. We have to get to it, fast. I don't know how bombs work, but 
i'm pretty sure the ticking sound isn't good.” 


He really needed to find out exactly what DD’s powers were. Another time. 


Clint cursed again. Daredevil looked like he wanted to reprimand him, which made Clint 
smile. He wasn't smiling when Daredevil suddenly turned towards the door. He titled his 
head, as if listening to something, and tensed up at whatever it was he heard. 


“They need help down there,” he said shortly, his body tense. “Can you handle this on your 
own?” 


Clint was already heading up the stairs. “Go.” 


Without a glance back, Daredevil sprinted down to the ground level, while Clint continued 
up, taking the stairs three at a time. He was sweaty and tired, and his ankle hurt like hell, 
which slowed him down a bit. The stairs were short and tiny, and Clint leapt over them in 
groups on his way up. He made it to the top in a few seconds, and painted while taking in the 
sight in front of him. 


“What is this, the climax of an action movie?!” 


In front of him was an empty floor. It was held up by large concrete slabs, and had no crates 
or storage containers to suggest it was a warehouse. Instead, in the middle, was a small bomb. 
It was rectangular and black, and glued to the concrete in some way. 


“T found it,” he said over the comms. “Still alive down there?” 


“Yeah. Daredevil decided to join the fight, apparently,” Tony said with the sound of his 
blaster going off. He sounded a bit relieved, actually. “What does it look like?” 


Clint described the bomb. All the while, the faint ticking noise coming from it was getting 
faster. 


“Hurry up,” he added. 


“Okay, here's what you need to-” Bruce started, but was cut off by a bout of cursing from 
Natasha. 


“Clint! Get out of there! One of the men has a remote!” 


Clint’s breath sped up. If Nat sounded this worried, then something was genuinely wrong. 
Without another thought, he whipped around, not taking a second look back before speeding 
down the stairs. 


“Clint!” he heard Steve shout. 


“Get out of there!” That was Bruce, who was concernedly not calm anymore. Clint paid 
neither of them any attention, focused solely on getting out of the building. His ankle was on 
fire, probably even worse off than before, but he ignored it too. 


The door was wide open, and Clint sped through it just in time for the building to explode, 
sending him flying out into the awaiting street. 


Matt let out a shout as the explosion went off. His ears were ringing, and he had no doubt 
there was blood leaking from one of them. He put his hands over them, but it didn't do 
anything to help the pain. 


He was on the east side of the building, surrounded by the Avengers when the building had 
exploded. The wave of heat reached him, and he could feel the rubble pelting against his skin. 
They were far enough away that they hadn't been crushed under the concrete, but it was a 
close call. Matt smelled blood in the air, but nothing major yet. 


“Daredevil?” 


He had collapsed down on the ground round without realizing it, his hands pressed firmly 
over his ears. Now he tilted his head up, taking his hands off his ears and finding a concerned 
Bucky Barnes in front of him. 


Matt groaned, but stood up. He stood still for a second as the ringing in his ears died down, 
to be replaced with the familiar sound breathing and heartbeats. 


Shit. Clint. Where was Clint?! 


He reached out his senses, finding that the Avengers were frantically searching around the 
building, yelling into their comms for Clint. 


“Clint!” 


“HAWKEYE!” They sounded scared, which didn't make Matt feel any better. “WHERE 
ARE YOU?!” 


Matt froze. There, beyond the yelling, was another, fainter heartbeat. Near the rubble. 


“Where are you-” the Winter Soldier cut off as Matt darted off, forgetting everything else 
but the sound of the man partially buried under the building. 


“What-” Black Widow started, but stopped herself as he ran past. She took after him, 
knowing that if anyone could find her best friend, it was him. 


He heard as the others turned to look at him, but he didn't pay any attention, coming to a 
skidding stop where the corner of the building used to be. There, lying on his stomach, was 
Clint, his legs covered by a slab of concrete. 


Matt cursed, assessing the situation before he tried to move him. Thankfully, the slab was 
held up by the supports of the building. Nothing was crushing Hawkeye, only trapping him. 


“Oh no,” Natasha breathed, her heart beating unhealthily fast. She probably looked 
completely calm on the outside, but Matt could tell how worried she was for her friend. 


“We found him, guys!” she said into her comm. 


“Get back,” he warned her. She had been about to leap forward and help him, but he put a 
hand up. “I can get him out better.” 


She wanted to protest, he could tell, but she stayed silent. The rest of the Avengers had run 
up behind her, all staring in frozen shock at their friend on the ground. They watched as Matt 
knelt down over him, taking the slab of concrete in his hands carefully. He made sure not to 
let it touch the man as he lifted it up, grunting with the strain. Immediately, Natasha rushed 
forward and grabbed Clint, and Matt let the rock fall to the ground with a large thud. For a 
second, his sense of smell was overwhelmed with the dust and rubble in the air. 


Matt crouched down with Hawkeye, listening hard for any signs of his friend regaining 
consciousness. Clint’s heartbeat sped up just a second before the man sucked in a pained 
gasp, shooting up and coughing out the dust in his lungs with a pained gasp. 


“Clint!” Black Widow let out a relieved breath. “Clint, are you o-” 


“Natasha? Steve? DD?” Clint’s voice was rough and confused. He was staring at them, his 
hands bracing himself on the ground. “What’s going on?” 


Matt’s heart sank. Something was wrong. 
He shoved Steve aside, getting a hushed protest from the super soldier. 


He knelt down next to the archer, and very clearly, with his face pointed toward the man, 
said, “Clint? Can you hear me?” 


He heard a muffled shit from Tony as the archer's face broke out into a relieved but terrified 
expression. 


“T- I can’t-” Clint started. Matt felt himself swelling with pity for the man. Too many times, 
he’d lost his own hearing as a result of his nighttime activities. He knew how it felt, but he’d 
had the advantage of his other senses then. Clint didn't. He probably relied solely on sight and 
hearing, and it was a horrible experience to have one suddenly ripped away. 


Matt touched his fingertips to his temple. The sign for know. I know. Then, safe. 
Thankfully, Clint must have known some ASL, because he let out a relieved gasp. 


That was the last thing he did before he passed out, Natasha catching him before he hit the 
hard ground. 


Clint woke up with a shuddering breath, every sensation seeming ten times stronger than 
usual. Except for one. 


“Nat?” he mumbled, rubbing the blurriness from his eyes with his fists. Or, he thought he 
had said that. But all he heard was a low droning sound, spinning around in his ears. 


He was on the medical floor of the tower, in a hospital bed. It was bright and warm, and he 
was tucked under a few thin sheets. He groaned, sitting up. Where was everyone? 


He got his answer when Nat came running through the door, a look of immense relief on 
her face. JARVIS must have alerted her to him being awake. 


“Natasha? What's going on?” Again, nothing registered to his ears. 
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He knew exactly what was going on. 
Nat was beside him in a moment, her hands clutching his. 


She tried to say something. He could see her lips moving, and picked out a few words. He 
could lip read possibly well, a skill that came with being an assassin. 


“Explosion. .. Daredevil found. .. hear?” 
Gently, he said, “I can’t hear you, Nat. I’m deaf.” 


She looked sad, but not surprised. Instead, she reached over him to the small table on the 
other side of the bed, and grabbed something. She didn't say anything, only placed the book 
in his hands. 


A Beginner s Guide to ASL. 
Clint smiled, but on the inside, he was still mourning his hearing. 


Natasha reached into her pocket and withdrew something else. A box, black and small. 
Clint took it gingerly, opened it, and saw the two small devices on the inside. 


Hearing aids. 
Natasha watched as he put them in, and a small bit of the world around him returned. 
“Clint? Can _ihear__ now?” 


He could. He could, but it was quiet, faint, as if hearing from the other end of the room. He 
still had to sub in lip reading for some of the words. 


“Yeah. I can,” he got out. He could make out his own words easily enough. 


“Youre. . . you’re still going to have to use this,” she explained, pointing to the book in his 
hands. It was large and brightly colored, probably made for all ages. “The doctors said you 
won’t ever have full hearing capabilities again.” 


He wasn’t surprised. 


“T know.” 


Hard as he had tried, Matt hadn't been able to focus on anything at the firm that day. It was 
the day after the fight with the Avengers, and all he could think about was how Hawkeye was 
doing. Judging by how close he’d been to the blast, and the lack of hearing afterwards, Matt 
guessed he was almost completely deaf now. 


Matt knew exactly what that was like. He knew how hard it was to adjust, how easy it was 
for others to be idiots. Matt’s dad had helped him through the first day, staying by his side 
and comforting him. Though Clint had a team, close friends, even one best friend, Matt 
doubted any of them could truly relate to Clint. But he could. 


He couldn't leave his friend to work through it all alone. Even a visit, just to see how he 
was doing, might lift his spirits. Matt’s too, because he didn't enjoy knowing one of his 
friends was in the infirmary. 


So, after his day at Nelson, Murdock & Page, he went straight home. Quickly as he could, 
he made himself a pot of strong coffee and grabbed his Daredevil suit. 


It was around dinnertime, still plenty light out, but he could make it work. If he wanted to, 
he could make his way through the entire city without being seen. 


So he threw his suit on, finished the pot of coffee, and took the window to the nest door 
roof. It was a cool night, the slight breeze whisking by him as he ran over the rooftops in the 
direction of his friend. 


Half an hour later, he was standing on a rooftop next to Avengers Tower. Traveling by 
rooftop was actually a lot quicker than other methods, and he’d gotten there pretty fast all 
things considered. His feet ached from all the running he’d been doing recently, but it was 
nothing compared to past injuries, and he ignored it easily. 


Now he was perched next to the tower, waiting as a group of teens walked by. It was a few 
friends, all laughing rowdily after a long day in school. After they passed, he jumped off the 
building and into the alley next to the tower. 


The first time Daredevil had been to the tower had been a few months ago. Matt had helped 
them with a threat in Hell’s kitchen, and though he had been wary of them at the time, he’d 
agreed when they asked if he would attend a debriefing. Something about reporting all the 
things that had happened. Anyway, that time, Iron Man had given him instructions on how to 
get in: there was a sort of back door, used only for hero/vigilante business, aka anything Stark 
didn't want on the news. It was on the west side of the tower, hidden by the buildings 
crowding around it. If you hadn't known it was there, you never would have noticed it, which 
was exactly what Tony Stark had wanted when he built it. 


Matt walked up to it and pushed it open, knowing there was no lock due to the frequent 
emergencies dealt with through this door. In place of the lock was. . . 


“Mr. Daredevil.” The voice of JARVIS, Tony Stark’s AI. 


Matt smiled. He actually quite liked JARVIS, who had made a good impression on him the 
first time he was here. As soon as he had come in the first time, JARVIS had informed him 
that if his identity was ever compromised, all cameras in the vicinity would be immediately 
turned off. Matt had thanked him, and the AI had since then always done it for him. He 
normally didn't like robots, due to the fact that they didn't have a heartbeat. He couldn't tell 
when they were lying. But JARVIS seemed honest enough. 


“Hello, JARVIS.” 
“Are you in need of assistance, sir? I was not aware you were coming today.” 


Matt closed the door behind him. “I wanted to come see how Hawkeye was doing, if that’s 
okay.” 


“Of course, sir. Agent Barton is located on the 37’th floor at the moment, in the medical 
ward. He is accepting visitors. Would you like me to take you up to him?” 
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Matt walked over to the elevator and got in, letting it slide shut behind him. “Please do. 
“Shall I inform Mr. Barton of your presence?” 

“If you'd like,” Matt said. 

There was a moment of silence, and then, “Agen Barton has said to bring you up.” 


The elevator started moving. If Matt was honest, he hated elevators almost as much as 
stairwells. Everything echoed too much, and the sound of the gears was really loud. But at 
least an elevator was quicker than the stairs, and slightly less disconcerting. 


The doors opened and Matt stepped out into the hospital floor, wincing slightly at the 
strong scent of medication and chemicals. Just the smell of some of the drugs was enough to 
make him woozy. He shook his head, clearing out the fog. 


“Agent Barton is in the second room to your left, sir,” JARVIS supplied helpfully. 


Matt nodded his thanks and headed to where he could hear Clint turning the pages of a 
book. 


The medical floor was laid out like an apartment: a large hallway connected to the elevator, 
then lots of smaller rooms for people to stay in, and at the very end, a large space for 
treatment and supplies. Each room contained a hospital bed, a table, a tv, and a cabinet for 
medical things. Depending on the patient, there would also be machines beeping and cameras 
monitoring them. There was also a small bathroom connected to each room, which Matt felt 
was a little extravagant, but it was Avengers Tower, after all. 


He came to Clint’s door, and hesitated a second before knocking. Wait, could Clint hear 
that? He was about to ask JARVIS to notify Clint of his arrival, but heard Clint’s heartbeat 
pick up at the noise. 


“Come in.” 


As Matt opened the door, he caught on to the faint sound of technology from Clint, coming 
from behind his ears. Hearing aids. Matt was honestly surprised they had managed to salvage 
any of his hearing, what with the loudness of the blast and how close Clint had been to it. 


He walked in, finding Clint sitting on his bed with a book in hand. There was the slight heat 
of sun from the windows, and he could smell Nat’s perfume on the book. A gift from her, 
most likely about sign language, if Matt had to guess based on the intent with which Clint 
had been reading it before he entered. 


Clint went to stand up and greet him, but Matt could hear the stitches on Clint’s skin 
straining as he rose. He walked over, putting a hand up to stop his friend. 


“No, it's fine. You stay in bed,” Matt ordered him with a smile. “I’m perfectly capable of 
walking.” 


“So am I,” Clint sighed, but leaned back in the cushions. “Hey, DD. what are you doing 
here?” 


“My friend was hurt,” he reminded said friend. “Of course I came to see him.” 
Heat rushed to Clint’s face, but not in an uncomfortable way. 


“T’m mostly okay. I can still hear, with the help of hearing aids. I have some new things to 
learn, though,” he informed Matt with a small huff of laughter. He held up the book for Matt 
to see, and Matt nodded like he could read what it said. He assumed it was pictures of a sign 
of some kind. 


Matt sat in the chair next to the bed, sinking deep into the cushions. “How’s that going?” 


“Pretty good. I already knew a bit of sign, as you know, but there’s way more than I 
thought. It’s gonna take a while to get used to, but I've had worse.” 


Matt inwardly winced. He wished he could learn it along with his friend, but he couldn't 
make out the tiny differences in the signals, even with his enhanced senses. There didn't seem 
to be any variations between signs to him. The good part though was that he could still sign 
things to Clint. As long as someone taught him, he could make a few signs, and it would 
work the same way, if Clint would answer back verbally. But he didn't want to offend Clint in 
any way by suggesting that, so he didn't say anything. He would cross that bridge when he 
got there. 


“Not to be rude, but why are you here? It's not that big of a deal.” Clint sounded confused. 
Daredevil didn't visit the tower often, and he found himself wondering why the Devil would 
do it just for him. (he’s an oblivious idiot who doesn’t understand that he’s made a new 
friend.) 


Matt frowned. “If I was badly hurt, I know you would help me. It goes both ways.” 


Clint set the book down on the bed, his face hot again. 


“Do you already know some sign? I mean, you did yesterday, from what I can remember.” 
Matt didn't miss the change of subject, but he didn’t comment on it either. 


Matt nodded. “Yeah. only a bit. I'll have to do some studying now,” he smiled. 


“T could help, if you want?” Clint offered, but it sounded more like a question. 


“ Foggy. Foggy. Foggy.” 


Matt rushed to take his burner phone out of his back pocket. He had never been more glad 
for an interruption in his life. 


He could feel Clint’s curiosity as he accepted the call, holding it to his ear. The volume was 
low enough that no one but Matt could hear it. 


“Foggy? What's wrong?” He asked sharply. He never knew if Foggy was okay or not when 
he called the burner phone. It could be either. 


Foggy didn't sound like he was in danger. His heartbeat was perfectly normal, and his voice 
was even, if a little tired. “Hey, Daredevil. I need you back soon. We have some studying to 
do for the Anders’ case, if you don't mind.” 


Matt winced. He’d almost forgotten about the work they still needed to do tonight. 
“Okay. I'll be back soon. Is she doing well?” 


He was talking about Ms. Anders. The case had been an especially hard one, and Matt and 
Foggy had both spent a few hours every night for the past week working on it. Tomorrow 
was the big court date, and they still had some preparing to do. 


Foggy knew Matt was out Daredevilling (as Foggy would call it), which was why he had 
called the burner phone and used the name Daredevil instead of Matt. Matt didn’t carry his 
normal phone when in the Daredevil suit, for obvious reasons. The burner phone, if a 
criminal got ahold of it, would not reveal anyone’s numbers. 


“Yeah, she called me a few minutes ago. I think it felt good to have a shoulder to cry on, 
you know? She doesn't really have anybody else to talk to about her husband, except us. I 
think this will end up being another client who checks in on us regularly, buddie.” 


Matt chuckled. Most of their clients ended up like that. “Ok. get the papers ready for when 
I get there, will you?” 


“Sure. See you soon,” Foggy said, and hung up. Matt returned the burner phone to his 
pocket. 


He turned to Clint apologetically. “I have to go. My other work needs me.” 


Clint got up from the bed, tossing the covers on it behind him. “I'll walk out with you. I 
want a snack anyway.” 


Matt smiled and got up, following Clint out of the room. He liked how Clint, unlike Steve 
Rogers or Tony Stark, didn’t try to ask about his job, or identity. Any one of the others might 
have used the opportunity to inquire about his friend, or job, or what he was talking about on 
the phone. But Clint didn't say anything, trusting that it wasn’t something he needed to know. 


They got on the elevator, Clint making small talk as they went. 
“To the ground floor, sirs?” 
“The kitchen first,” Matt told the AI. “Clint can get off first.” 


As they descended the tower, Matt could hear the heartbeats of the Avengers get closer. 
They must have been finishing up dinner in the kitchens. 


“Arriving at the housing level, Agent Barton.” JARVIS informed them, stopping so that 
Clint could get off. 


“Well,” Clint said hesitantly, getting out. “See you soon, Double D.” 


Matt nodded. “If we don't team up in the next week, which is pretty unlikely given that it's 
New York we’re talking about, then I'll come for a visit.” 


The archer grinned. “Ok.” 
And the doors closed, taking Matt down to ground level. 


JARVIS opened the elevator doors, and Matt was about to walk to the door when his ears 
picked up on something wrong. He paused, diverting his attention to it. 


“What? What do you mean?” Clint sounded angry and hurt. That alone was enough to 
make Matt stop in the middle of taking a step. 


There was a second of silence, like the others were exchanging looks. From what Matt 
could hear, it was Clint, Steve Rogers, Tony Stark and Bruce banner. Natasha Romanoff 
wasn t present, which only made Matt more confused and concerned. 


Bruce tried to salvage whatever was happening in the situation. “We just want you to be 
safe, Clint.” 


Rogers spoke up. “Clint, we ’re not trying to make you angry. We just think it would be 
better for you to rest, take a break from missions for a while.” 


Tony sounded less sure of this, but he added, “The hearing aids arent at their best yet. Just 
wait for me to make a better version, before you risk your life again.”’ 


“Tt’ll give you some time to teach us some ASL anyway,” Bruce said quietly. 
Matt was fuming. 


“Sir? Are you okay?” JARVIS was wondering why he hadn’t moved out of the elevator. 


Matt backed up from the elevator doors, his teeth clenched. “JARVIS, take me up to Clint.” 
JARVIS sounded as confused as an AI could. “Back up to Agent Barton, sir?” 


“Yes.” 


“That doesn't have to interfere with me going on missions,” Clint pointed out. “I can go on 
missions and still learn ASL.” 


“You have other injuries too, Clint,” Tony said with a reluctant sigh. 
“Injuries that are already healing.” 
“Of course, Sir. Shall I alert any of the Avengers to your coming?” 
Matt shook his head. “No. just take me up.” 
JARVIS obeyed, reclosing the doors and raising the elevator again. 
Clint’s face was hot. “You dont think I can be a part of the team anymore, do you?” 
Matt was so angry he could hardly breathe. 


“Are you okay, Mr. Daredevil?” JARVIS asked as they rose. “Your heart rate has gone up 
exponentially in the last ten seconds.” 


“I’m fine, JARVIS.” 
The elevator stopped yet again. 


He didn't even let the doors open all the way before he slipped between them, out into the 
Avenger’s kitchen area. 


He heard the small speeding up of the hearts in the room, the movement of air as everyone 
snapped to attention at his presence. They were situated in a semi-circle, all of them facing 
Clint, who was still near the door as if he hadn’t had time to fully enter the space 


Matt held back the rage he wanted to unleash. He said, in an even voice, “Clint, are you 
okay?” 


Clint’s face was hot, his hands clenched at his sides. He was still standing near the elevator, 
and, at Matt’s entrance, edged closer to him, away from the Avengers. 


“I’m fine, DD. what are you doing here?” 


Matt was pretty sure his face was a little scary at the moment. He ignored the question. 
“That’s a lie.” 


Clint walked to him, standing next to him. “I just want to go,” he said quietly, to where only 
Matt could hear. 


Clint and Matt weren’t that close. Not yet. They never really saw each other outside of 
missions, save for the occasional meeting at night on patrols. But Matt couldn't help but feel a 
deep kinship with the archer. He liked this man, the fighter with no powers, no healing factor, 
who was a superhero anyway. Despite the risks, despite the injuries, he still did it. 


And now, that man, his friend, was being told he could not do those things anymore. 
Like the Avengers had any authority to do that. 
Matt exploded. 


“What the HELL are you doing?” his voice was raised, but he hadn’t let it get to full-on 
yelling yet. “This man is one of the most important members of your team. If I had to bet, 
you wouldn’t last a week without him, let alone forever.” 


The Avengers were silent, their mouths hanging open in shock. Matt continued, and instead 
of loud, his voice was now dangerously low. It was what Foggy called his ‘Devil Voice’. The 
voice that scared the shit out of most criminals. 


“If you think that because Clint can’t hear now that he’s liable to injury or accident, you’re 
even bigger idiots than I thought. Not to mention, hypocrites.” 


He addressed Steve. “You. You had numerous disabilities before the serum. And before you 
say ‘they're gone now, though’, let me just shoot that down. You were picking fights way 
before becoming Captain America. Who are you to decide what Clint can and cannot do?” 


“Daredevil-” Clint started, putting a hand on Matt's shoulder. Matt cut him off. 


Turning to Bruce, he said, “You can’t even fight if the Hulk isn’t present. You rely on your 
bigger self to do the combat, and if I had to bet, you wouldn’t last a minute in hand to hand 
combat with Clint. If the Hulk were somehow suppressed, you’d be at an even bigger 
disadvantage than anyone else.” 


“That's enou-” Steve started, but Matt pushed on. 


“Stark. You were under constant threat of death for years until you had your surgery!” He 
faced all of them, Clint still beside him. “If you think for one second that you can kick him 
off the team because of his new disability, then you’re wrong. He’s done more for this team 
than you probably know, and will continue to do more.” 


The avengers were all staring, dumbstruck. Clint was the first one to speak up. 


“Come on, I'll go down with you,” Clint muttered, his face still hot, and dragged Matt to the 
elevator. 


Seconds before it closed, Matt whipped around and added, “I would like to be perfectly 
clear. If you tell him that he can no longer participate, then you’re guaranteeing me leaving 
any Avengers business for the foreseeable future. And you won’t want the Devil as anything 
other than a friend.” 


And with that, the doors closed, leaving the still silent Avengers staring after them. 


Matt’s hands were clenched at his sides, he realized. He forced them limp, taking a deep 
breath to calm down. 


“DD, you didn't have to do that,” Clint said quietly. 
Matt frowned. “I know I didn't. But it sure felt good.” 


The man beside him was hesitating. “They’ll get over it. I can prove to them that I can still 
take care of myself.” 


“They better. And Clint, the point is that you should have to prove that in the first place .” 
“T just. . . i never thought they could be like that.” 


Matt felt bad for his friend. The Avengers were like Clint's family, and that family had just 
betrayed his trust. Sure, they would get it right eventually. Matt knew nothing could keep 
Clint from being Hawkeye, and eventually the others would realize that. 


After Matt had lost his sight, his father had been more than supportive. He’d been the best 
thing in Matt’s life at that time, one constant in the chaos of changes he was going through. 
He’d been encouraging, he’d held Matt through the bad days, giving him headphones and 
candles on the worse ones. 


Right now, all Clint needed was to know that someone had his back. Yes, the Avengers 
would always protect him. But he needed someone who knew what he was going through, 
who could relate to him, who could show him that everything would be alright. 


“JARVIS, could you stop recording in the elevator for the next few minutes?” he asked 
abruptly. He knew it was a bad idea, but he didn’t care. 


JARVIS sounded hesitant. “Yes, sir. But if I deem anything that happens within that time 
dangerous to the inhabitants of this building, I will have to alert Mr. Stark.” 


He heard it as the small camera in the corner of the elevator went off, the ever present 
sound of it recording suddenly gone. 


“DD, what are you-” Clint started, but stopped as he saw what Matt was doing. 


Matt reached slowly up to the Daredevil helmet, settling his hands on the top over the devil 
horns and pulling it off in one swift move. 


Clint gasped. 


Matt smiled, running his hands through his hair. It was stuck to his head with sweat, a look 
Foggy would probably make fun of later. 


Clin’t hand twitched, like his first urge was to cover his eyes. It was absurdly sweet. 
“Why would you-” Clint started, but then he gasped at the second realization. “Oh, shit.” 
Matt smirked and held out a hand. “Matt Murdock, Criminal Defense Lawyer.” 


His friend was still staring at him, but met Matt’s hand in a rough shake. It was little more 
than a formality at this point, though, due to the number of times one of them had dragged the 
other out of a dumpster. 


“What- how do you- since when- HOW?” Clint settled for. 


“Yes, I’m completely blind. No light perception. Since I was nine. And before you ask it, 
because I know it’s going to be your next question, I have super senses. Well, excluding the 
obvious.” He chuckled. “They help me get around. I use something close to echolocation to 
‘see’ my surroundings. I can actually ‘see’ more than a normal person, I think. It creates a 
360 image of my surroundings.” 


“So that’s how you always know if someone is sneaking up on you,” Clint’s voice was in a 
state of shock. 


“Yes.” 


Matt noticed that the elevator had stopped, but he wasn’t worried. It was just JARVIS 
helping them out. The AI was uncannily perceptive, and Matt trusted him, despite not being 
able to tell if he was lying. 


“Why would you show me?” Clint whisper-yelled. “I know you must have reasons for 
hiding your identity. I wasn't trying to get you to reveal it!” 


“T know. And that’s exactly why I trust you with it. I know you won't reveal me, or expose 
me, or give me away. I’m you’re a friend, Clint. It was no choice.” 


There was a silence that seemed to say more than any words could. 


“If you don’t mind me asking, how did all this happen? How were you blinded? How did 
you get super senses?” 


Matt had been expecting the question. 


“It’s fine, it’s a perfectly reasonable question.” He took a deep breath. “I was blinded after a 
car crash. Pretty famous for it in the Kitchen, actually. I shoved a man out of the way and got 


hit myself instead. Luckily, the only damage I got was chemicals in my eyes from the barrels 
the truck had been transporting. It resulted in me losing my sight, but gaining heightened 
senses for everything else. I don’t really know the science of it all.” 


“So... you can hear really well? Is that how you knew what they were saying up there?” 
Matt’s hand fisted at his side. “Yes.” 


This was when Foggy had freaked, when Matt had told him it was a reasonable reaction, 
and Matt didn’t blame Foggy for it. So he braced himself for it from Clint too. 


Suddenly, Clint's heart sped up at a realization, and his hand shot out in a punch at Matt's 
arm. It didn't hurt, so Matt only looked confused as Clint said, “You IDIOT! This whole time, 
we thought you had a healing factor! You mean WE’ VE BEEN LETTING YOU GO HOME 
TO STITCH UP BULLET HOLES WITH A SEWING NEEDLE AND THREAD?!” 


Matt actually laughed. “Of all the things you take away from this, that’s your first thought? 
And no, I have someone who can help patch me up.” 


Que the deep sigh of fake despair from his friend. “At least you're not too stubborn,” he 
observed. “You know, for the first week after meeting you, Tony thought you were the actual 
Devil. It was the only explanation for how you’d get shot in the leg one night then reappear 
the next parkouring all over the Kitchen. You seemed unhurt, which led Tony to the belief 
that you couldn’t be hurt in the first place.” he chuckled. 


Matt shook his head, smiling. If only that were true. “No, I can definitely get hurt. I’m just 
great at dealing with pain.” 


“Well, the Avengers medical floor is always open. I figure we’re good enough friends by 
now for you to use it. You don’t have to reveal your identity to use it.” 


“We have arrived at the ground floor, Agent Barton and Mr. Murdock.” JARVIS interjected. 


Matt frowned. “JARVIS, would you mind not calling me that in front of anybody but Clint 
for now?” 


“Of course, sir.” 

Clint tilted his head in curiosity. “Did JARVIS know your identity this whole time?” 
Matt nodded. “Yeah. He said he’s programmed not to tell anyone, though.” 

“That is correct, Mr. Murdock.” 

The doors opened again, and Matt replaced his mask before stepping through. 

“See you soon,” He told Clint. 


Clint groaned. 


“How many of those did we miss?” Clint asked, realization dawning on him. He was 
holding back laughter. 


“Too many to count.” 


“They said what?!” Foggy was gaping at him, the papers he had been reading slack in his 
hands. 


Matt grimaced. He was sitting at his desk, Foggy next to him in a pulled up chair, papers 
spread out around him. They had been researching a case, but had taken a break to eat 
breakfast. It was around eight in the morning, and the smell of egg burritos had made Matt a 
little sick on the way to work, so he had gone with a simple toast with jam. There wasn’t 
anything to agitate his senses in a piece of toast, thankfully. 


“That’s horrible,” Karen protested from across the office. She was, yet again, trying to coax 
the printer to give her what she wanted. Matt doubted it would work, based on the depressing 
sounds he could hear from the machine and Karen’s muttered curses. She might have to go to 
the library to use their printer again. At this point, the librarians knew her and Foggy by 
name. (Matt’s printer, on the other hand, worked just fine. A fact they complained about 
regularly.) 


“Yeah,” Matt agreed, finishing off his toast. He set the plate aside in favor of the 
conversation. 


Foggy was still sputtering in anger. “What- why would they- please tell me you have a 
plan, Matt.” 


Matt smiled. His friend knew him well. 
“IT do. But I wanted to ask your permission, first.” 


Foggy became guarded. Matt knew because his breathing got slightly faster and his 
muscles tensed. “Our permission for what?” 


Karen walked over from her desk, sitting down with them to hear what Matt was about to 
say. The printer had been abandoned. 


“I’m going to reveal my identity to them.” 


There was a moment of silence. Foggy was audibly relieved, and Karen was now on the 
edge of her seat in anticipation. If Matt had to guess, she had one of her ‘Scary Karen’ faces 
on, as dubbed by Foggy. 


When she wore those, it was best not to mess with her, as they had learned. It meant she 
was in a particularly devious mood, which was never a good thing, because she was good at 
what she did. One time, she had managed to put Post-It notes over the entire office after they 
had taken all the coffee. Matt had been informed that they were all hot pink. And very 
distracting. The clients that week had been very confused, to say the least. 


“T mean, that's fine with me. It's the Avengers. I'm pretty sure they won’t reveal it to 
others,” Foggy decided. “Do you think it's saf-” 


Karen cut him off, her voice full of mischief and knowing. “That's not all, is it?” 
Matt smirked. “No.” 
He told them the plan. 


Karen was giggling, a bit scarily. Foggy was holding in a laugh, and Matt smiled. “What do 
you think?” he asked his friends. 


Karen couldn't stop laughing. “I think it’s perfect.” 


Foggy sighed in evil content, which was not a sound Matt usually connected to his kind, 
friendly best friend. It scared him a bit. “I couldn’t think of anything better.” 


Matt became serious. “You do know that me revealing my identity to anybody puts you two 
at risk. I don't think they would tell anybody, but I can't be sure. I need to know you’re okay 


with it.” 


Foggy put a hand on his shoulder. “If they told anybody, I'd murder them myself. And with 
the scary expression on Karen’s face right now, I think I'd have to get in line first.” 


Karen nodded. “Correct.” 


Matt coughed alarm at the lack of an irregular heartbeat in those sentences. His friends 
looked at him worriedly as he bent over in silent laughter. 


“You two scare me sometimes.” 


“It’s only fair.” 


Matt’s cane hit the steps of Avenger’s Tower with a thunk. 


The main entrance to the tower was a large row of revolving doors, which, frankly, were 
havoc on his senses. But he slowly made his way up the steps and through one, into the lobby 


of the Tower. He’d never been int eh regular entrance before, and spent a second mapping it 
out in his head. 


Directly inside were two security guards, stationed in front of a long row of scanners, most 
likely for people to go through and scan their entry badge or lanyard. They both turned 
towards him, noticing the random man enter. 


“Are you lost, sir?” One asked, not unkindly. His partner, on the other hand, seemed to be 
huffing in annoyance at the sight of the blind man who had just stumbled in. Matt 
immediately didn’t like him. 


Matt walked over to the one who had spoken, a smile on his face. “No, sir. My name is 
Matt Murdock. I am here to meet with the Avengers.” 


The man was silent, and it wasn’t hard to imagine the gape he must be sporting at the 
moment. “Mr- Mr. Murdock, do you have a meeting set up?” 


Matt smiled, and tilted his head up to the ceiling. “JARVIS? May I come up?” 


“Of course, Mr. Murdock. Shall I inform Agent Barton of your arrival?” The voice of the 
AI came from the speakers in the walls, startling the security guards. 


Neither of them seemed to know what to say, and Matt didn't blame them. But he had a 
palace he needed to be. 


“Is that good enough, sirs?” He asked politely, despite knowing that JARVIS was indeed 
higher-up in the company than they were. If anything, they answered to JARVIS. 


“Y- Yes, Mr. Murdock,” the man stuttered. “Would you like help getting to where you need 
to go?” 


Matt shook his head, walking past the men and through the scanners. “No, thank you. I'll 
be fine.” 


They stared after him, mouths gaping, as he made his way to the elevator. 


He got in, sighing at the fact that there was another person already in it. A woman, 
clutching a binder full of work papers to her chest. Based on the lanyard around her neck, she 
was probably an employee. Matt was silent until she got off on her stop, then addressed 
JARVIS. 


“JARVIS, where are they?” He asked. He knew JARIVS would know who he was talking 
about. 


“They are located on the training floor, Mr. Murdock.” JARVIS supplied helpfully. 


Matt grinned. It probably looked a little feral, but he didn’t care. “Perfect. Can you take me 
there?” 


“Of course. Though, I notice that you are not in your Daredevil suit, sir. Is it your intention 
to reveal your identity to them?” 


“Yes. in a way.” 
JARVIS started the elevator. “You do not intend to harm them in any way, correct?” 


“T plan to challenge them to a sparring match,” Matt clenched his teeth. “They need a 
lesson on not underestimating others.” 


JARVIS almost sounded encouraging. “I agree. Based on their recent behavior, Mr. Stark 
would want me to stop them. He is blinded at the moment by worry for his friend. He needs 
an awakening, and I believe he will thank you for it later.” 


“Thank you, JARVIS. And I promise I won't hurt any of them. Well, not too badly.” 


If JARVIS could have a face, he would be raising an eyebrow. “You think you can beat one 
of them in a spar?” 


“Yes. I'm thinking Captain America.” 
“Good choice, sir. I believe, based on your previous record, you stand a good chance.” 
“Ts Clint on the training floor too?” 


“Yes, Agent Barton is sparring with Agent Romanoff on the training floor, along with Mr. 
Rogers, Mr. Stark and Dr. Banner. I assume you would not like me to alert them of your 
coming?” 


“Correct.” 


There was a moment of silence in the elevator as it made its way to the training rooms, 
Matt’s hands clenched at his sides. He was justifiably angry. This time wouldn't go like last, 
though. He was sure of that. 


“The fifty-fourth floor, sir.” 


The elevator doors opened to a very large, very tall room. Matt could immediately tell that 
all the rest of the team was there, sparring on the mats. 


There was equipment spread out around the edge of the room, but in the middle were three 
mats. The one closest to the elevator held Natasha and Steve Rogers, both of them throwing 
punches. Behind them were Tony and Bruce. Bruce had not transformed, and they were only 
practicing easy moves, for both his and Tony’s sakes. Neither of them were combat trained, 
both having something else to rely on for that. Tony, his suit; Bruce, the Hulk. Matt could 
already tell they both needed quite a lot of help in the hand-to-hand combat area. Jst in that 
first second of observing, he noticed ten things he could have corrected. 


And behind them all, was Clint. He was using the treadmill when Matt came in, and 
stopped it as he saw the person he now knew to be Daredevil enter the room. 


Though his was the first head to shoot up, the others followed immediately. 


Everyone stopped their spars, breathing heavily, to turn to the well-dressed businessman 
they found before them. Matt couldn’t hold back the glower he directed at them. Well, save 
for Clint and Natasha. He doubted Natasha had any part in stopping Clint from doing 
anything. If he had to guess, he’d say she was just as much on Clint’s side as Matt was. 


“How did you get in here?” Stark asked sharply with, Matt could imagine, an equally sharp 
expression. 


He raised his eyebrows. “I took the elevator.” 


Natasha’s hand was hovering over the gun on her hip, and Matt could hear the held breath 
of everyone in the room. Everyone except Clint, that was. He was just staring, dumbfounded, 
at Matt. Matt could hear as he stepped off the treadmill, but didn’t walk over, not knowing 
what was happening. 


“What are you doing?” Clint whispered under his breath, knowing Matt could hear it. Matt 
just smirked at him. 


“Who are you?” Natasha demanded, her hand still hovering over her weapon. 
“Matthew Murdock, lawyer,” he introduced himself. 


That only served to make them more confused. He heard a quiet scoff from Stark at the 
word lawyer. Matt supposed, being a businessman and superhero, Stark was doubly likely to 
hate lawyers. 


“JARVIS, why did you let him up?” Stark questioned his AI with the tone of a father 
scolding his rebellious teen. Matt almost laughed. 


“Mr. Murdock has access to the training room floors, sir. He is not a threat,” the AI added. 
“What the-” Stark started. 


“Why are you here?” Bruce asked, trying to deescalate the situation. Just the question Matt 
had been waiting for. He folded his cane up as he answered. 


“Td like a spar, if that's okay.” 


He heard Clint’s gasp of realization, and Natasha must have too, because she turned to him 
questioningly. He didn't say anything. 


“What?” Stark asked incredulously. Matt could imagine their surprised and doubtful 
expressions. He was almost happy he couldn’t see the way Captain America was undoubtedly 
scoffing at him. Then again, he wanted to see exactly when it was wiped off. 


“Exactly what I said,” He retorted. 


“We’re not going to beat up a blind man!” Captain America said, like it was obvious. By 
now, everyone’s hands had shied from their weapons, their figures becoming a little less 
tense. They didn’t see him as a threat. 


Matt held back a dark laugh. 
“Humour me.” 


He walked over to the mat, throwing his cane on the ground before stepping onto it and 
getting into a fighting position. He heard Natasha’s intake of breath at the sight of his perfect 
form. She could see that he was no amateur, but she didn’t say anything. On seeing it, she 
instead walked over to Clint, and he could hear her whisper to him. 


“You didn t tell me you knew Daredevil without the mask,” she accused him, but not in a 
cruel way. More teasing. He could make out Clint’s knowing smile, but neither of them said 
anything more, only watching from the sides as Matt took on the Avengers. 


“Well? Who wants to go first?” he asked. His voice was falsely bright, but from the look on 
his face, he doubted anyone could mistake his seriousness. He’d never been more serious in 
his life. 


No one moved. Rogers, Stark and Banner were all standing, staring at him, their mouths 
slightly open. Banner was separated from the rest, having backed away from the commotion. 
Rogers and Stark were still frozen. 


“If you don't do anything, I'm going to start without your permission.” 


That spurred Rogers into action. He got into a fighting position, ready to protect his friends. 
He didn't like the threat this random man had just issued. 


Matt smirked. 


Without any warning, he attacked. It was different from his normal approach. Sure, he was 
trying to prove a point, but he wasn’t trying to put Captain America in the hospital either. 
Instead of debilitating hits, he went for proving his superior fighting skills. Went for the fancy 
moves, the strong positions. 


There were gasps of surprise as the people watching realized that a blind man was keeping 
up with Captain America. 


Get used to it, assholes, Matt thought. 


With a few quick punches and dodges, he manages to nail the man on the jaw, in a hit that 
would likely bruise. Captain America retaliated, but Matt was able to avoid the hits while still 
beating the other man into the mat. 


He didn't feel at all sorry for what he was doing. Each move, all he could think about was 
their words to Clint. Their obvious underestimation of his friend’s skills. It fueled him 
through the fight. 


Matt really hated fighting in a nice suit, but it was worth it. Though, the suit was definitely 
going to be stretched afterwards. Not like it was anything new. 


He caught a punch to the stomach, but he barely felt it. Captain America went in for 
another, but Matt flipped over his attack and used the alarm from his opponent to sweep his 
legs out from under him. Captain America fell to the ground, while Matt straightened 
himself, panting a little. 


The entire gym was silent. You could have heard a pin drop. (Matt really did, about three 
blocks down, but whatever) 


He reached out a hand to the man on the ground in front of him, an obvious olive branch. 
After a second of hesitation, Captain America took it. 


To everyone’s surprise, Clint walked over to Matt, putting a hand on his shoulder. Matt 
could hear the buzzing of the hearing aids in his ear, but signed along with his words anyway. 
He knew the man still had a little trouble, and he wanted to save him the trouble of having to 
fill in the blanks if he could. 


“Hey, Clint.” 


The three other men’s heartbeats spiked at the realization that Matt knew Clint. Matt 
ignored them in favor of his friend, not caring at all that the others were still waiting for an 
explanation. 


“Yeah, Matt. What are you doing here?” Clint muttered, and Matt could’ve sworn he was 
holding back a laugh. That alone made the entire fight worth it. 


“Had an argument to settle,” Matt deadpanned, signing with his words. 


Clint blushed. “Apparently.” He shifted on his feet, blocking Matt from the others. “You 
didn't have to do this just for me,” he whispered. 


“Yes, I did.” 


Another voice cut in. “I’m sorry, but how do you know each other?” Stark asked, still 
reeling from his teammate’s defeat, but trying not to show it. 


“You can leave, if you want. You don’t have to tell them,” Clint whispered again. Matt 
ignored him, stepping toward the others. Clint went with him. 


“You know me better as Daredevil, you ignorant assholes.” 


Nat fell to the floor laughing. Clint just glared at her. 


(if you’re wondering, no one protested when Clint and Daredevil joined in on the next 
mission, which happened to be in Hell’s Kitchen. Everyone had learned their lesson, 
and they were now having group ASL lessons. After the whole debacle, DD was seen 


much more often at the tower, and he and Hawkeye became very close friends. ... I'll 
leave you to interpret that how you want.) 


End Notes 


Matt: wanna spar? 
Steve: but you're blind? 
Matt: so? 


Matt: *shows up* 

Nat: *whispering* ohmygod Clint why didn't you say your crush was so hot 
Clint: *blushing so hard he's red* 

Clint: *whispering* I don't have a crush- 

Matt: *yelling from across the room* LiE- 

Clint: goddammit 


Matt: I want to reveal my identity to the avengers 

Foggy: .... this is because of that dude you've been waxing poetic about for weeks, isn't it 
Matt: I have not been- 

Karen: I don't need to be a human polygraph to say YOU'RE LYING 


Karen: *shows up at the tower and hijacks an avengers briefing* 

Tony: who- 

Karen: I'm here to tell you that if you in any way, shape or form reveal any information 
regarding the identity of Daredevil, or Matt Murdock, I will personally march up here and 
after publicly shaming you in a court case, will proceed to punch you so hard your stomachs 
cave in and your tongues fly out of your mouths, living you incapable of ever speaking about 
my best friend again. *smiles pleasantly* oh, and I look forward to actuallyy being 
introduced to you later, Clint. good day to you and you alone. 

the avengers: 

Tony, Steve and Bruce: *trembling* 

natasha: *snickering* I like her. think she's free Friday? 


Matt: reveals his identity* 
Clint: *outwardly* oh wow why did you do that oh you're blind oh your name is matt you're 


a nice person wait you consider me a friend thank you so much for trusting me 
Clint: *internally* why is he so hot omfg what did I do to deserve this god 


I would love your feedback in a comment! <3 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


